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By wily turns, by desperate bounds,

Had baffled Percy's best blood-hounds;             220

In Eske, or Liddel, fords were none,

But he would ride them, one by one;

Alike to him was time or tide,

December's snow, or July's pride;

Alike to him was tide or time/          "                225

Moonless midnight, or niatin "prime :

Steady of heart, and stouiTof hand,

As ever drove, prey from Cumberland;

Five times outlawed had he been,

By England's King, and Scotland's Queen.         230

XXII.

*Sir William of Deloraine? good at need.

Mount thee on the vdghfesi steed;

Spare not to spur, nor stint to ride,

Until thou come to fair Tweedside;

And jn Melrose's holy pile                                 235

Seek thou. the Monk of St. Mary's aisle.

Greet the father well from me;
Say that the fated hour is come,

And to-night he shall watch with thee,

To win the treasure of the tomb :                240

For this will be St. Michael's night,
And, though stars be dim, the moon is bright;
And the Cross, of bloody red,
Will point to the grave of the mighty dead.-/

XXIII.

* What he gives thee, see thou keep ;                 245

Stay not thou for food or sleep :

Be it scroll, or be it book,

Into it, Knight,.thou must not look;

If thou readest, thou art lorn !

Better hadst thou ne *er been born*'                    250
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